Josephine Takes the Wrong Road
"Who travels fast. Citizen Fouche?" she asked, her
little fist flying, clenched, to her parted lips.
"Your adoring husband, the illustrious general," sup-
plied Talleyrand, bowing and applying thumb and fore-
finger outlined like a bird's head with brown grains in
its beak, first at one nostril, then the other.
"There must be some mistake, Fouche," she cried.
"Surely you are wrong. He would not leave without
sending me some word."
"Even so, Citoyenne Bonaparte, he is here," said the
death's-head, "on the road to Paris, and not, I should
venture to say, sparing horse-flesh."
She knew that he was not mistaken. Did not this mas-
ter spy know everything that went on 1 And surprise was
her husband's first rule in love as in warfare. Any mo-
ment now he might "burst in the door." The bang of it
almost exploded in the ear of her fancy, followed by the
echo of his boot-heel.
Ruefully she looked at the green table. She had hoped
to be able to pay off some of those debts long before his
arrival. And, generous as he was, he could be very stern
about debt. That he had learned from madame her mother-
in-law. And she hated to see people stern. It was hard,
when all she wanted was to have a good time, to be happy
herself and see others happy 1 But one thing was certain:
his brothers must not reach him before her. If they did,
Heaven help her! A pretty tale they would tell, and as
bravely embroidered as Barras's coat or Junot's and
Murat's uniforms. Hastily she swept up her fan and
purse,
"How charming to see a two years' bride so eager to
greet her husband!" said Talleyrand, to the blinking
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